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and lived very nobly. Here I learned to play on the
theorb, thought by Signor Dominico Bassano, who had a
daughter married to a doctor of laws, that played and
sung" to nine several instruments, with that skill and
address as,few masters in Italy exceeded her; she like-
wise composed divers excellent pieces: I had never seen
any play on the Naples viol before. She presented me
afterward with two recitativos of hers, both words and
music.

3ist October, 1645. Being my birthday, the nuns of
St. Catherine's sent me flowers of silkwork. We were
very studious all this winter till Christmas, when on
Twelfth-day, we invited all the English and Scots in
town to a feast, which sunk our excellent wine consider-
ably.

1645-46. In January, Signor Molino was chosen Doge
of Venice, but the extreme snow that fell, and the cold,
hindered my going to see the solemnity, so as I stirred
not from Padua till Shrovetide, when all the world repair
to Venice, to see the folly and madness of the Carnival;
the women, men, and persons of all conditions disguising
themselves in antique dresses, with extravagant music
and a thousand gambols, traversing the streets from house
to house, all places being then accessible and free to enter.
Abroad, they fling eggs filled with sweet water, but some-
times not over-sweet. They also have a barbarous custom
of hunting bulls about the streets and piazzas, which is
very dangerous, the passages being generally narrow.
The youth of the several wards and parishes contend in
other masteries and pastimes, so that it is impossible to
recount the universal madness of this place during this
time of license. The great banks are set up for those
who will play at bassett; the comedians have liberty, and
the operas are open; witty pasquils are thrown about,
and the mountebanks have their stages at every corner.
The diversions which chiefly took me up was three noble
operas, where were excellent voices and music, the most
celebrated of which was the famous Anna Rencia, whom
we invited to a fish dinner after four days in Lent,
when they had given over at the theater. Accompanied
with an eunuch whom she brought with her, she enter-
tained us with rare music, both of them singing to a
harpsichord, It growing tote, a gentkman of Veniceagainst
